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T first weeks.durinp,
wh:.¦ wounded in the hospital
a^e a blur in rny mind. I remember

that I was t/irrrrented by violent dreams.the
tfcsnder of art.lVry. the tumult of battle.
bianched faccs with wide-open eyes, every-
where slime and blood. Then again I Bank
back into thfl Bombre shadows of a merciful

- -.ousness.

-hine seemed briprht and elear
arounei mo. I felt the burninjr of my wound.
the pitifol weakness of my limhs. I saw the
,-heerfuI room in whu-h I lay, the bir or' pale
blue sky cut into sejuares by the panes of my
window. 1 revojmized the face of the- Siflter

t me broth.tho round face, with
laugrhine/ brown eyes. set in the broad flaps of
the sn. v white cap. I heard what phe said to

me and I could an-.wer. Slowly I drifted back

again into Hfe. and life seemed to me an af-
fort.a doll and dreary labor.
One night I lay there motionless. I could not

sleer. but a wonderful sense of tranquillitv
came over me. I no longer felt the burning of
my wound. I coulel stretch my limbs with u

It was as if life wa3 gently rocking me on its
softest billows.

Arour. i 'he hospital all was still. OrM
a while a clock struck or there came the soun 1
OafOfht f'lotsteps hurryinfr past my door, with
a whirrinsr like the flappinjr of the wir.
tho big candle moths. That was the ihaking
oi the flaps of the white caps which thc flUtors
wore. A delicious feeling of security warmed
my heart.
And as I lay thus a recollection nwaken^d

in my mind.a recollection as elear. as vivid.
as rieh in color and detail as many of thoflfl
dreams are in which we roproduee our pa

'

expenences.
a ..... »

It was the day of my last battle. We wtrfl

empmg forward throngfa thick underbrush.
Al hai we charged. It waa the ?ort of a

dttfge in which ideal and oonsoiousness are

ln action. I felt a sharp hlow nn-

demeath my shoulder.
"This rime it hit me." I said: and I raised

my bai place where the bttllet struck.
. bo bad." I th oupht, at flrst I
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wanted to | ;ily lega refuaad tfl do
their duty. I sunk to thc gr..un.l.
The tumult of ihe battle stid ragfld, but Its

vortex seemed to bfl nioving away from me. I
bad. however, but one thought, but one wish.
I BaW at a littlfl di-tanci* a thick COpBfl of
eaks. I waated to get thete, for there I knew
I should be ttfer. It Wns tbe instinct of tbe
r-trirken animal, seeking to bide in the thicket.

I'ainfully I crawled forward on all fours.
The way seemed without flttd, ar.d when I
reaehed tho cops4- it was a hlflfleing to li.
in quiet. The wound bagaa to give nn

pain.
"You must bind it up." The thought rnn

through my mind. but I waa too weak f" move.
(Her my bea.l 1 saw the green and brown oak
leaves flutteril ir iri the wiri.l. I Ototi the -hy.
too. blue and dotted with qukkly travelling
white clouds. I rested my luad on a clui
graafl and lay on my side.
Then I noticed that very near me lay an¬

other soldier. An arm in a blue sleeve, a aek,
a head with dark hair. And from tbe poetUTC
of thc head, the relaxation of tlie arm, I knew
that this comrade was going to be a very quiet
arul flilent comrade.

"Oul he also crawl hen* !.. dii '."' I thought
I envied him his untroubled rest.
"Yes. to die, to die," I kept saying to nrysclf.

"Is it coming now'.' I- this death? I this th"
way it happena?" And 1 sank into uncon*

\ cld shudder running through my body
awakened me out of my fltupor. For a whilfl
I lay quite still. It seemed to me that I COuld
move neither hand nor foot. h'inally, I OPOned
my eyes. Oarkness reigr.ed. yet now and then
a pale light penetrated the darkness. All BDOUl
me I heard a gentle rustling.
Where was 1? I lifte.l my head a little. Waa

this merely an uneasy dream that I was dream-
ing? Then a sharp pain in my lide made me

drop back. I felt a burning thirst and
to grow cold all over.

This cleared my mind a little. Now I knew
where I was and what had happer.cd to me.

It was night. The moon was in the sky.
Black clouds passed over its face. The
on the trees made the rustling sound which I
bad noticed. Beside me lay tbe motii
Krenehman. his arm stretche.l ut, in tbe inert

ire of death.
Yee, now I knew that il waa not al!

vet.that tho hitter ordeal of death was still
-ihead of me.

Then I thought I heard step- cautiously com¬

ing and going. Was it some wild animal on

his nightly prowl? I lifted my h. ad again
and saw a small dark form moving slowly ln

and out among the bushe-.
It was a woman. enveloped in a black cloak,

her head bent down a.*** if she wa- aearching
for something. With a shudder I gazed at
this phantom. black and sinister, which fltolfl
through the moonlight. Now she came quite
near. She stopped at the dead man beside me,

bent low over his body; then I heard a cry of

grief, short. and shrill, such Bfl a wounded ani¬
mal might make. She knelt down. then throw
herself on the body of the dead man and began
to sob hcartbreakiri/.y. With thfl
min'gled words. spoken in a youthful volce,
which was full of the strange vibration which
tears cause in the voices r.f weeping women.

She talked the broad French dialect of the bor¬
der lands.

"Alfred, my darling, how I have searehed for

you! Everywhere Ihave searched for you 1 I
knew that you were in need. that you were

waiting for me. You knew that your Simone
would come. You are wounded. Alfred? Say
that you are wounded, not dead! Oh. mon

mon Dieu !"
She seated hersr-f on the ground, lifted thc

head of the dead man, placed it in her lap,
Btroked the dark hair and, bent deep over him.
began again to sob ar.d to talk p'.ain'ively to

him.
"The Boches have killed you. They

made this black hole in your forehead. They
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1.Urange bloMom*.

have robbod mo eif everythinj*. The rnill is
burned; and now you, te>ei, aro taken. Mon
l»ie-u! mon I'ieul what Ifl to baGOBM of me?"

Hl r lamentntinns died nwny in a new out-
burtt of wt'i'pmir. I had listencel brcathlessly;

Banl back. Thia mise-ry ifftCrtad mc teni
much. A sharp pain in my wounel rrrade me

frroan.
SimOM raisoel her heael nnel listened like a

st;u tli'd fawn. In tho moonlipht I saw cloarly
the- flharp piiit'ilf. tho delicatc hrow, over which
BOme Cliflp dark tresses fell. As my pain

from BM another deep siph she turned
toward ma, bcnding forward.

"\\'ho ifl the ra?" she whibpered.
Bill as tho moeui caffirfl eiut eif tiie clouds and

threw ;ts rays full on UM .-he shrank hack as

;f overcomfl hy dispust and rcpupnance.
"It is e.ne« eif them, one of the accursed

II". ln*," flhfl exclafanad. And her veiice liocamo
daap anel scomful.

She> bent airain over her eiead lover, and for
a whilfl everythinp was still.

I suffe'red an intense- pain and was obliped to

ffroai* floftly. The-n Bimona straiphtened her-
self u]) arul said in ber deep, anpry voice, with-

turning ber head toward me:

"Are you dyinp?"
"I don't know; porhaps I am dyinp," I an-

Bwereda
"()h, yes, you ar*1 dyinp," she' returned, with

Bomething like triumph in her voice. "You
.lie'. Why shouldn't ye>u die? Alfred is

dead; all our men are dead. You burn our

houses anel kill our peeiple. And still you wish
ro live? No. (,od is not so unjunt! I shall
pray God to let you die .and to let you die a

bitter death."
"Yet," I answerod, weakly, "pray to Him to

let me die:"
Shfl turne-ei apain to her doad. I heard her

whisper i>omethinp. A lonpinp overcame me

to hear he'r voice apain, to feel once more the
propinquity of somclhinp human. So I bepan
to speak.
"Vou loved him?"
"Yos. I loved him," the pirl answered proud-

ly. "One haej to love him.him whom you have
murdere'd."
"You were poinp to marry him?"
"I would never havo marriad any other

Simone. "Whatcver my par-
entfl might have said, I should have married
him and him only. And now he is dead. Hut
why? Why he? Why my lovor? When he

away he- laripheel. Ho said he was plad

to k" hunting the Prussians. He was so fond
of lattghingl"

"And thc mill is burned?" I said. in order
to prolong the conversation.
"They shelled it and then burned it," an-

swered Simone, bitterly. "It was a beautiful
mil! the best in the neighborhood. It be-
longel tfl my parents and Alfred was our mill-
ei 'a apprentke."

While she told me this her voice grewquieter.
It s4-emed as if the mere fact of talking re-

lieved her.
"Up on the granary floor the planking of the

walls was all yellow like honey, and at noon-

tinre, when the sun shone in, everything glit-
tered like gold. I used to go up to see Alfred
at midday when'al! was quiet below, for I
didn't want my parents to know. He stood
there in the golden glitter, himself all white,
only his flyefl flhowing dark.
"We sa' i.i,-* hy side; the mill rattled, flour

dust was all around us. and my hair and face
ah-o got white. When I eame downstairs I
eould not .-how myself at once to my mother,
for she WOUld have known where I had been.
But up th. re we were undisturbed. Only once

I met him in the garden; and that was the last
evening of all. I stole with naked feet past the
doOTfl of my parents' room.and because I want¬
ed to get to him quiekly I ran right through
the salad bed. The leaves were so wet that it
seemed as if I had Wadfld through water. On
the other -ide of the bed Alfred took me in hii
arm-- and -aid, 'You are as wet as a wat«r

mouse.'"
Tears made her voice tremble, and finally

silenced her.
"I see all that," I began. "How clearly I see

it! The mill yeilow with sunshine and him
standing there insidfl of it, all white from the
clouds of flour dust."

"Oh, no; you cannot see it," said the girl
angrily; "y.>u have nothing so beautiful in
your savage land. You can only destroy. If
you die now, will a girl over there in your
country weep for you?"

"Yes, one w-ill weep for me," I answered.
"Let her weep; let ail the German women

weep; for we.we also weep."
"Mack in my country." I began (and I spoke

Bl ia a dream)) "there stand- a white house.
Little pah' i'd rooflfl grow around it. At the
window aita an old woman. When dusk comes

she jiuts her glass. s in the big l>ook in which
she has been reading and gazes down the road
with dim and weary eyoa,

"In the garden by the house are apple trees,

4i THE ART OF LIFE

By TIBNRY B. FULLBR.
Ca*jrte.y .1 "Tha N.» Ka-jublle."

Pefore Horacc Tripp had been married
A vear and a half
II,- hi'tran to suspect
'i hat "thfl art life"
Al ho handsomely eslied lt.

¦ .1 his technique:
His powers in sleisrht-of-hand
Were slipht indi-t-.l.
Too many balls to keep in the air:
Hil wife, hla h:tby, his procer,
His landlord, his puhlisher,
His friends and errmies,
> nel al! rhf re-sr of rhem.
He- made many a =;>,) >lip,
Aad'eanfl to feel perulantly
Thai perhapi bc was more or le»i
A dah.

So ho be>nt himself OTflf his desk
All rhe* harde-r.

eould not codrdinate and control
riom neople who made np

The elements of his daily existence,
take a high hand

With the- hrain-folk
Who people his books.

-,avr

Had to d" Bfl he wanted.
Somot daahed throuirh adventures,
r.ilarri --.tor* :ons

In kingdoma remotfl and imapinary;
Some-timi-s thry i/ruhbed in the slums;
.-*»j.-ain. elerer and el4*ganl crimina'
In "society" whr.tever the mode of the hour.

how,
\!1 jomped through fhe hoop

..mmand;
oat in the end

¦. author had planned H
thi tepth, ar.d no balking.

in. of course,
U ho makei the besr ryrant;
And Horaca was ruthless.
.-oon hr ramp to look on himself

t* e,f minor creator,
(.raniliosi- and omnipotent
In a world of his own.

It w;'s not, however, the world
9 'li v.huh one perforee

ryhody dealinjrs.
Thinps listPii and twisted,
li ia pablisher earpe .1
Betarai fer 'hem both becam* meagre;
And his father in-law

WBl hil reproiches;
And all the next summer
I ttina. with little indirTcrenr Wi'.frid,
Sprnt at her parents' cool eottajre

i the pine woods of Michifran,
Horace, left quite behind,

Just boarded. Next year
Hc (javp up a fla'

itcher had shown B4MM impatience;
Hil wife was now dressed by her mother;
Pow rent and club dues were far in arrears-

So rhe rhree went to hve .

L'ndcr rhe roof ar.d rhp eyaa of the elders,
V ho looked wirh preat coldnen
On what they called "s.'nbb'.inf-,"
And besrped him to ,lrop it

:'ul.
ib!e.

iaid, was an "artist."
ne of work,

rn and proud.
Ho .: -.' a man

Who could icheme an elabormte no»el,

And push it through to a luitable climax,
Was a deal of a chap. after all.
\ie heartily icorned
Thoie "rea.-«»tate operation*"
Ofl comtr.issiom from which

Bettiaa iad ffHfrld
Were now kept a-going.
What r.eed ro put art ir.to or.e'i da.iy life
Ar.d its mar.ifold j-rcb'.err.s 7
No; bi would place it high and iry

hi rnrvo,
In a row of nymmetrica!. woll-finished novels,
Set in due order on the towering shelTes
Uf immortality.

Ano»her loan year. His writings
Seemed to fall in with the whims of the day
I.- *lian ever.

He \v;.s a humhug; the pub!ie,
Not knowing the fact, and yet feeling lt Fome-

how,
GflVfl him the i-o-by.
flfitina now added her prayer»
to her parents' rcproaches,
And Horace, a martyr,
"Gave up H'rr.iture" in a meaiure.

r'nigging bia deadly aversion
7o bai
Hf four..' hm a place
'.*- ita his publi.aher
Yoa, with his own;
For he had knack of a kind
That gave him a limitcd valu*
In cortar. pructical tields:
He couhl proof-read ar.d odtt.
He became, then, a salaried ce*c

In a big and a busy maehine.

Hi.a new chief had begun
.\a a publishcr of wallpaper,

-ing tieids, friezes and dadoes.
I added

N'rxt, books and periodicals;
And nov.- ho aij bringiag out sparsely, each sca-

.or.
Velaa ifl ifl °f verse

In number? .nifficien'
To gflal ar.d '*. dignify
What choice onos ca!! ! "trade."

FTorace. at flrat, was qnite lofty,
And often «aid, "Pooh!"
hut he had, after all,
Some alight iaklinfa "*' Bl Ifl;
\r,i uatota Brfll ;¦ ar ¦

He hummed in a differ* * r«*..3ure

Tfe now saw "the bus
Ifl a j-reat t>at
Of imagination and technifljQfl,
A towering, w<*ll-knit structure

Of many fire cantoi;
Ar.d Thflephiloa M D< .1 i

As a high creat;\ I l

Strong and corr.p'''
A man of rri.-W. of rr* aad ot btOAtKn;
rrompt ,>**d ab'e in u'l hii relations;
A preitidigi'ator
Of twerty f ,m*a poor tforac'a own po-wtr;

,* i-r,-. -v:-h . c

Agile aad .atout 'gaiaal fellow-paladiafl,
Lradi of h*

Tromnt with his royaltiei,
hfl cl -irch,

.\ ran in the politicfl of dia wmrd,
Ke«*n :. *h the, asseasor,

And .-.- iring in,
a and competition,

three-quarfra per cent
.*!an of th« "h*-*i tf\

f it <

Boraee,

'iea, -*¦.'¦ ar, Ar-

Horace fl-dvaOfld.
Blfl -': feather

From huaband'* own purae;
Her father srr.i.ei on him at last,
And Iil 1 and Imog-ene
Ar4; al!-.w>. tfl r-s p«*ct
Their immediate progerltor.

leeea* ita ro! >r-top,
Twiddiing his thurr.bs

,. *-s fll young auth
V hO, f:4v.-y nnd over "artistle,"
"'light, with a few s'igh* coneetslona,
De better,
Both :'or thfl "hou4a»" aud thea.»tlve»,
If only . . ,

whoBe boughs bend under the- weipht of the

apples. Beneath them itaneis a blond maiden.
who also gazea wistfully elown the road. She
wri'es me that she- knows I eannot come up
that road ju.st yet. Still she ii.ii>' srand ther-.

every eve-ninp aml look doWB thfl highway."
"She, toe»?" exclaimed Simone. "It is strar...?.

When Alfred was gone I couldn't keep out of

light of the hiphway. I stood thrro always
and kept my e-ye-s tixcel on the road by which
he would return to mo."

"It is stranpe," I siphed.
"And why didn't you stay back the-o in your

white houses and with your blond maidens?
Why must you come and take everythir.g away
from us? What has ono, then.a little happi-
Dflaa. and even that is taken away?"

"I don't know," I proaned. "Perhaps that
the white houses over there and the old wonvn
in their cosey corners and the maidenfl under
tha apple trees might be a little safer."
"And we can perishl" said Simone gloomily.
The mr-on had apain emerped from the

ehadow of the clouds and shone briphtly on us.

"Oh, now you can see him," she cried. "How
beautiful he is, and how calmly he sleeps!"

Wltb *ui elTort I raiscd myself a little and
saw a round, pale. boyish face The eyes WCTfl

eloaed, thc white lips a little re'.axed. as though
they smiled. On the lower part of the hrow
wa- a black s-pot. Simone wept. Her tears
fi'll on the white cheek of the dead youth and
sparkleel there.
"How beautiful ho is!" Simone went on. "He

looked like that the last night I saw him. I
couldn't sleep. I was tortured by the' thought
that I sheiuld never see Alfred apain. I stole
out of my room and up the little staircase to
Alfred's room. I was afraid. The moon shone
so bripht, tho steps of the staircase creaked and
on the wall a shadow followed me, a black
silent fipure.
"Up in his room he lay in his bed asleep.

The moonlipht fell on his face. It seemed to
me as calm anel pale as I see it now. I did
not dare to waken him. I stood there. pazed
at him and wept, and I felt as if my heart
would break. Then I stole down apain to my
room."

"Yes, he is beautiful," T said, in order to

plflaae Simone.
She flyefl and !o.»ked sharply at me.

"How young are you?" she aske'.l. "As
younp as Alfred and as pale as Alfred."

I sank back we-aniy ind made no reply.
Then she aaked ta it hard to die?"

""No," I an.-wered, "I don't think it is hard.
It takes us off quickly enough.if only there
WM no pain and no freezing and no thirst."

Simop.o fumbled at her dress, drew out some¬

thing and handed it to me.

"Hero!" she said. "I broupht it for Alfred.
Now it doesn't matter. Alfred will pardon me."

I saw a small wine bottle. I took it. put it
to my lips and drank tho sourish wine proedily.
When it was enrpty I handed the bottle back
to her and said:

"I thanl; you. You are very kind "

"Kind!" exclaimed Simone in her doep but
now less irriUited voice. "When we ought to
be kind we can't be, and it's the .-ame way
when we ought to be unkind. It is our

nature."
The drit.k hdd rcfreshed me. Yet I felt,

suddenly r. preat weakness. The moon over-

heael scemod to prow dim. Black shadows
flitted over the moonlit Kround.

"Is that death?" I thought.
I trieel to speak. but could utter only dis-

connected. meaninpless words: "Bitter.bitter
we are.young and pale.some day the

others.they will be happy.white houses.
sur.lit mills.the green country with the yel¬
low road -."
Everythinp grrw dark before my eyco. My

-enses left mo I only had an indistinct fe"l-
inp as ,f bomerhinvr warm was being -pread

me.

The n- >:t morning the amb'iianco
found mc the-rr. w; ipped in Sitflone'fl
cloak.

THIS DAY [N FUSTORY

Brothers All
By DBBMS TAYLOR.

THE moUBfl -houbl have known better,
of course. Na .an BtfflflJt on ¦

urday afternoon is no proper place for
any brown mouse, let alone a young one, who
isn't much over an inch and a half long aud
can't run very fast. But there he wa.-, ar.d
would have to make the best of it.
Two youths spied him first aa he ran along

the gutter, and their joyous shouts «oon at-

tracted other spectaton. People on the op-
posite sidewalk stopped and stared and then
crossed over O see the fun.
The mouse came to a puddle, tried to cross

it, found ;' climbed up the
curbstone and scurried across the sidewaik
until the wall of a building strpped hirn. Ihe
crowd formed ar. interested nr.g around him.
He should have been well satisfied. for already
he had drawn a larger crowd than a hilariOM
drunk or an autonv WOUld have
attracted.

Hut the mou.-e wasn't thinking of that. ap-
parently. He wa 'ie-merateiy trying tO
up the side of the building. This was foolish
of him, for the wall offered no hidmg place.
He soon gave it v.p and dropped back, for he
was young and had not strength enough to
climb very far. He ran over and tried to hid*
under the sill of a shop dc r. Even tr.at af-
forded him no concealmer.t. and the best he
eould do was to huddle close to the pa\ement
and make himself as small a- possible.
The crowd grew rest'.ess. It ia no fun to

watch a mouse that won't move.

"Kill him," tvome one suggestexL »

"Anybody got a cane?"
"Step on him."
A atout, chee:/ looking individual, who

might have been a hroker. had a sudden in-
spiration.
'.Watch thia!" he chuckled.
He stepped warily forward and trod upon

the tip of the mouae's tail. The mouse made
no sound, but flashed arour.d faster than tne

eye eould follow, and erouched faeing thfl
crowd. It waa not detiance. He merely v.

to face the point of greal Ha made
no attempt to escape, bui there m<>-

tionlcs.- -or :.early so. It" you bent down and
watched him elosely you eould see that his
heart muU be beating very fa.-t. for his whole
body shuddered.regularly, like the t'.ek of a

watch.
The shopkeeper came to his door.
"What's the trouble?"
Then he saw the mouse, and grinned delight-

otUy
"i.ot a eat?" eagerly asked one elderly man.

"N'o. Gee! I wish I had!"
The stout, cheery looking individual had an¬

other inspiration. He put out his foot and
playfully kicked the mooaa ir.to the street. The
crowd laughed delightedly.

"Atta boy!**
"<iood shooting!"
"Right in the corner pocket!"
"Some drop-kick!"
From under the wheel of a passmg pushcart

there came a thin. high squeal. A horse dordnj?
in front of the shop pricked hia ears inquir-
ingly, and then drowsed off again.
The crowd broke up and the spec'ators

drifted BWay. Some of ther.. k to
their offices, some went to Iur.rh* ffl, ai i «*ome

just strolled; for the day wa* perfect .-unny,
and not too warm. It was goi.d u> be I
On the way to his hmcheon elub the stout.

cheery looking individual stopped to t>uy an

afternoon paper.
"He!!.., Joe," he called BlTably to the m

dealer. "what's new?"
Hfl hastily g!a the headlines.
'Well, I' '

¦unh bv tho Ge
. acow ed.
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